Our Ambassador King

CHAPTER i

PROLOGUE

fT^HERE is a photograph which, to the writer, has
I always seemed as apt a symbol of the dawn of
JL the twentieth century in England as any con-
sciously composed picture or official poem could be.
It is a simple photograph, showing the present King,
at the age of six, and one of his brothers, looking
over the Palace wall to watch the Mounting of the
Guard. The older boy is wearing a sailor suit. Already
he was, without knowing it, a leader of fashion, for
there was, of his generation, hardly a male child of
us who did not follow him in that particular suit. With
the accompanying knotted cord, whistle and large,
round, flexible-brimmed straw hat, it was a part of our
boyhood's charade. We did not take part in the game,
however, with more glee than our parents. It was, in
fact, more their show than ours. But if there was any
spirit of revolt among us it was never encouraged, and
if we began by being a little self-conscious in our fancy
dress, the feeling in all but the most abnormal was soon
displaced by a possessive pride. In that photograph,
the boy who now is King, seems already at ease^in the
white blouse and the great circle of a hat. Perhaps the
assurance of his bearing was due, even then, to a realisa-
tion of the good fortune of being born an eldest son. In
later years he surprised a fellow-cadet at Osborne with
a piece of information as to the outstanding advantage